sums him up. There's manhood in him as well. Yes, that's
what I'm trying to say. He's a real man.'
As she spoke their eyes met, and it was as if Mr Wilcox's
defences fell. She saw back to the real man in him. Un-
wittingly she had touched his emotions. A woman and two
men - they had formed the magic triangle of sex, and the
male was thrilled to jealousy, in case the female was
attracted by another male. Love, say the ascetics, reveals
our shameful kinship with the beasts. Be it so: one can
bear that; jealousy is the real shame. It is jealousy, not
love, that connects us with the farmyard intolerably, and
calls up visions of two angry cocks and a complacent hen.
Margaret crushed complacency down because she was
civilized. Mr Wilcox, uncivilized, continued to feel anger
long after he had rebuilt his defences, and was again
presenting a bastion to the world.
* Miss Schlegel, you're a pair of dear creatures, but you
really must be careful in this uncharitable world. What does
your brother say?*
e I forget.9
'Surely he has some opinion?'
'He laughs, if I remember correctly.*
'He's very clever, isn't he?5 said Evie, who had met and
detested Tibby at Oxford.
'Yes, pretty well - but I wonder what Helen's doing.5
'She is very young to undertake this sort of thing,5 said
Mr Wilcox.
Margaret went out into the landing. She heard no sound,
and Mr Bast's topper was missing from the hall.
'Helen!'she called.
* Yes I* replied a voice from the library.
'You in there?'
* Yes - he's gone some time.*
Margaret went to her. 'Why, you're all alone,' she said.
'Yes - it*s all right, Meg. Poor, poor creature -'
'Come back to the Wilcoxes and tell me later - Mr W.
much concerned, and slightly titillated.'
*Oh, I've no patience with him. I hate him. Poor dear
Mr Basti he wanted to talk literature, and we would talk